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MISTRUST ; OR, 
BLANCHE AND OSBRIGHT. 
A FEUDAL ROMANCE. 
(From Romantick Tales, by M. G. Lewis,) 


(CONTINUED. ) 
———t GD 


CHAP. IV« 


— “Oh! my: soul come not thou into their counsels ; unto 
their assembly, mine honour, be not thou united: for in their 
anger they slew aman, and intheir self-will they digged down 
awall. Cursed be their anger; for ttwas fierce, and their 
wrath, for it was cruel.”— 

GENESIS- 


AND the hopes of Blanche were not quite disappointed. 
It is true, the cave was vacant; but he had been there ; but 
he had left a token, that she was not forgotten by him. To- 
morrow, according to their mutual agreement, she might 
depend upon seeing once more the youth, whose image gra- 
titude had engraved upon her heart-in characters never to be 
effaced ; and then might she claim his’promise of revealing 
to her his real name, and clearing up the mysterv, in which 
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he had hitherto enveloped all that related to him, except his 
adoration of herself. Satisfied of that most material point, 
she had hitherto been content to leave every other in obscu- 
rity ; but now she should know every thing ; now her lovey 
would discover himself, and authorize her disclosing thee 
attachment to her parents ; and precious as they held her, 
she still feared not their opposing her union with a man 
whom she loved so tenderly, and by whom she was so ten- 
derly beloved. Besides, het father was sinking into the 
vale of vears ; the family required some y ounger and more 
active champion to defend them against the nefarious de- 
signs of their mortal foe, the cruel and insidious Count of 
Frankheim ; and where could they find a fitter protector 
than this unknown knight, who had. already proved the 
strength of his arm and valour of his-heart so successfully, 
when he rescued her from the bandit? Oh! when once 
his bride, she’should no longer tremble at the dreadful name 
of Rudiger! all then would be peace, security, and hap- 
piness! and while she made these reflections, she prest 
the well-known scarf to her lips a thousand and a thousand 
times. 

The sun was setting and it was time for her to return 
home She threw herself on her knees before the crucifix, 
which she had herself placed on the rough-hewn altar; she 
poured forth a prayer of fervent gratitude to St. Hildegarde 
traced a cross upoi her forehead and bosom with the same 
holy water, which had formerly quenched the thirst ofthat 
virgin martyr, and then bidding a tender adie to the cavern 
bx which she had passed:so many happy. moments, she sped 
back towards the castle, the scarf fluttering: in the evening- 
breeze as she retraced the secret passages. 

She was proceeding towards her own apartment, when i in 
crossing a gallery which was connected with the great hall, 
she was alarmed at seein ig: severak of the domesticks hurrying 
backwards and. forwards in confusion ; she stepped’ and lis- 
tened ; she heard her father’ssname frequently repeated, and 
at length caught some + ords, as if some accident had hap- 
pened tohim. Now tien every thing else was forgotten in 
the apprehension of tis being in danger. She flew towards ” 
his appartment, which was on the other side of the castle 
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but in crossing the great hall, she was detaired by the young 
Baron of Hartfeld. 

—‘* Heaven be thanked, that I have found you, Lady !” 
—said he, taking her hand affectionately—* the Countess 
charged me to seek you, and prevent your being suddenly 
alarmed. Nay, look not so terrified! on my knightly word 
there is no danger, and a few hours will restore your father 
to that fortitude, of which the too Great sensibility of his na- 
ture has at present deprived him.” — 

—*Oh! what has happened? what has overcome his 
fortitude ? something dreadful, surely! is he ill, Sir Ottokar ? 
oh! assure me at least, that he is not ill!” 

—* His illness is merely temporary; by this time no 
doubt it is’quite past.—It is true, his senses forsook him for 
a time; he fainted, and......”-— 

—-“ He fainted? oh heavens! let me hasten to him this 
moment... ....7— 

—* You must not, till you are more calm. Your present 
agitation would affect him, and probably occasion a relapse. 
Suffer me to lead you into a less public apartment ; there 
you shall hear all that has happened, and when your spirits 
are composed, you shall then carry peace and consolation to 
the wounded feelings of your father.” 

But the emotions of Blanche could admit of no delay ; she 
still hurried onwards ; and as in fact Sir Ottokar had only 
wished to detain her, in order that he might enjoy her socie- 
ty for a few minutes without sestraint, all that he had to com- 
municate was told, befere they reached the Count’s chamber 
door. 

Interlarding his discourse with many compliments to his 
auditress, and insinuations of the tender interest which he 
felt for her, the Baron now related—that the business of the 
fount of Frankheim’s herald was to accuse Gustavus of the 
assassination of the Count’s youngest son, and to proclaim 
open and inveterate feuds between the families of Frank- 
heim and Orrenberg. ‘This the herald had not only. an- 
nounced to Gustavus in the most disrespectful manner, but 
ha: thought proper to repeat the purport of his mission pub- 
lich'y in the court yard ; at the same time accompanying 
his syeech with such insulting remarks upon their master 
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and his whole family, that the indignation of the vassals be- 
came outrageous, and threatened the insolent herald with 
consequences the most dangerous. ‘The Count of Orren- 
berg was alarmed atthe tumult, and hastened to the court. 

yard to appease his incensed people, whose affection \for 
them was unbounded. Gustavus was but lately recovered 
from a perilous malady, occasioned by grief for the loss of 
his last male-heir ; he was still in a state of lamentable weak- 
ness, and the shock of being so unexpectedly accused of as- 
sassination had greatly increased the irritability of his nerves 
which naturally was excessive ; yet still he exerted himselt 
most strenuously in endeavouring to queil the confusion. 
But in vain did he command his vassals to be silent and tem. 
perate ; in vain did he conjure the herald to be gone, if he 
valued hisown safety. ‘The insolent emissary persisted in 
heaping taunt upon taunt, and slander upon slander. ‘The 
people grew more incensed with every word that he utter- 
ed ; and at length overcome with agitation, heat, fatigue, 
and weakness, Gustavus sank into the arms of his atten- 
dants, and was conveyed to his apartment ina state of insen- 
sibility. However, he was already nearly recovered, when 
Ulrica requested Sir Ottokar to seek her daughter, and re- 
late what had happened, lest she should be unnecessarily 
alarmed.” 

But blanche loved: her father too dearly to believe, that 
he was quite out of danger, till her own eyes had convinced 
her of his health: and safety. She found him very pale and 
teeble, and his recollection was yet scarcely clear enough 
to permit his perfectly understanding the events, which had 
taken place. Blanche sank on her knees by the couch, on 
which he was reposing, and threw her white arms round his 
neck affectionately. 

—“ You have heard it all, my child ?” said Gustavus; 
“you know, of how dreadful a crime your father is accu- 
sed ? but surely you will not believe me capable of 6.6.7 — 

—* Nor she, nor any one can believe it,” interrupted UI- 
rica, “ except those, who are interested in working the d:- 
struction of you and all your house. Nay more ; ery 
one except yourself, knew well, that sooner or later the“: an- 
roar and avarice of Count Rudiger must end in open war ; 
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but I little thought, that he would have advanced se gross 
a falsehood, as an excuse for commencing hostilities ! they 
to accuse you of murdering a child ! they, who themselves 
but seven months ago deprived us...."— 

— Peace! peace! Ulrica; no more of that !—But tell 
me.... my ideas are still so wandering .... Is it then true 
that Rudiger’s son is murdered ?” 

— “ Itisbut too certain. He was found dead in one of the 
forests, and what makes the fact more distressing is, that 
one of our domesticks was the assassin. He confessed his 
crime on the rack, and died ina few minutes afterwards: 
died (horrible to tell ') with a lie still warm upon his lips. 
For oh ! my husband, in his last moments he declared, that 
he had been bribed by you to assassinate the poor child !’"—~ 

— By me?” exclaimed Gustavus, and started from his 
couch ; confest it? no; this is not to be endured! under 
such an imputation there is no living. Bring my armour ; 
saddle my steed! I will hastea this moment to F rankheim ; 
I will assert my innocence with all the irresistible energy of 
truth ; I will demand to be tried by every ordeal, by fire, by 
water.... Nay, nay, detain me not, I must to Rudiger this 
instant, and either convince him that I am guiltless, or perish 
by his hand.”— 

He was rushing towards the door, but all present hasten- 
ed to impede his passage. 

—* Count, this is insanity '’ exclaimed sir Ottokar ; 
** you are rushing on inevitable destruction ! Rudiger is not 
to be convinced. He has vowed your destruction with the 
most solemn and terrible adjurations : nor your destruction 
only ; his vengeance includes all, who are related to you, 
all who love you! your wife, your daughter, your very do- 
saaherpate —— 

—‘ My daughter!” repeated Gustavus, clasping | his 

hands in an agony of horror ; “ my innocent Blanche ?”— 

* Ail! allare involved in "Count Rudiger’s plan of ven- 
geance! he has sworn to give your castle a prey to the 
flames, and to feed them with its wretched inmates. No 
man, no woman, no cliild, no, not the very dog that now 
licks your hand, shall be suffered to escape! this did I my- 
self hear the Count of Frankheim swear last night at the 
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burial of his murdered child ; and his friends, his servants, 
his vassals, all made St. John’s vaults echo, while with one 
voice they repeated the bloody, the diabolical oath. My 
friendship for you, my lord, and my alarm for the safety of 
the lady Blanche, made me hasten homewards to summon 
the assistance of my followers ; they are mounted to the 
number of forty, well-armed and accoutred, and I have con- 
ducted them hither prepared to spill the last drop of their 
blood in vindication of your innocence, and in defence of 
the Countess and your lovely daughter.” — 

—‘ I] thank you, Sir Ottokar, and should there be no 
means of avoiding this unnatural war, I shall profit with gra- 
titude by your kind and ready friendship. But still I in- 
dulge the hopes of peace ; I have no real fault towards Re- 
diger ; and could I but contrive a personal interview with 
him...» could f but explain the injustice of his suspicions... 
at least I will make the attempt ; and perhaps....Ha! well 
vemembered ! Kurt,” he continued addressing himself to a 
erey-headed domestick, who was standing near the door, 

‘is the herald yet gone 2” 

—‘ Gone :” repeated en old man, shaking his head with 
a smile of satisfaction ; “ No, truly, nor likely to go, the 
‘ lain — 

—‘' Then call him hither instantly.—He shall bear my 
request for an interview with Rudiger, and. . ..How is this 
Kurt? why, do you still linger here’ I would have the 
herald come te me ; bring him this moment !”— 

—“ Bring him ? why, aye, to be sure I could easily do 
that; but a» to hts coming, he’d find that a dificult matter 
.--.udless he can walk without his head —Nay, my lord, it 
i even so, and now all’s out—the people’s rage was not to 

ebridied ; when they saw you fall, they thought that the 
beraid had stabbed you ; they fell upon him, men, women, 
and children, like so many mad- -people, and before one could 
say—"* Ave”—his head was of his shoulders, and nailed 
over the gateway between the two great kites,”— 

— Uirica!—Ottokar !” stammered the Count, and seem- 
ed, as if he hadbeen struck by a thunder-bolt ; “ is tis true? 
nas my castle indeed been polluted by so horrible an out- 
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character, ever held sacred even among the most barbarous § 
nations....murdered in my own castle.... almost in my ad 
own sight... Now then the mischief is irremidiable. From “e 
the imputation of this guilt never shall I be able to clear my- 
self in Rudiger’s eyes !”— 

—‘ Nay my dear Lord,” replied Sir.Ottokar ; “ let not 


this misfortune affect you sodeeply. The inedlent menial ' 
merited such a fate ; a fate which (Jcan witness, as [ ar- . 
rived in the heart of the tumult) you did your utmost to a- . 
vert. But to save him was not within the power of a mor- 
tal. His calumnies....his threats against your whole fami- 
, ly....Your people’s hatred of Rudiger... their conscious- i 
/ ness, that he had deprived you of your sor Philip by poi- i 
: SsOn.... i 
F +“ Ave, aye!” exclaimed Gustavus; “ hear you that, f 
Ulrica ? now then you see the fatal effects of your mistrust! a 
now then you enjoy the bloody fruits of those ungrounded t 
suspicions, which you so lightly infused unto the minds of : 


the rash and wanton multitude! Oh! my wile, I fear great- 
ly, that at the day of judgment when this murder is cited, i 
your hands will not appear quite bloodless ! God’ forgive | 


; you !” i 
E ‘Fhe Countess shuddered, but only answered by a flood a 
ji f tears. yy 
P —‘* Spare your Lady, my noble friend,” said Ottokar, i 
: aking the Count’s hand ; “even if your reproaches are de- 2 
el they come too late, and the present difficulties de- ss 
a mand our attention too much to admit of reflections on the 's 
e past. The Frankheimers are powerful and inveterate : 


Rudiger has sworn the extirpation of your whole family , 
Osbright has returned from the wars to assist his father’s 
plans “of vet igeance : these human wolves thirst for your 
blood, and... Earth and heavens! can it be possible ! Tt ts 

--it must be the same !—Pardon me, lady Blanche; by 
what strange accident do I seé that scarf in your posses- 
sion ?"—~ 

—‘¢ ‘This scarf ‘—you know it, Sir Knight /—I came by 
i it......that is.....I found it. .as I was passing through the se 
Z ret passages that lead_....”"-—~ 
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—‘ The secret passages ¢ Osbright of Frankheim lurking 
in the secret passages of Orrenberg castle ?”— 

— Osbright ?” exclaimed Ulrica in the greatest alarm-- 
“ and you traversed those passages alone ‘-~Oh ! my child, 
from what a danger have you escaped! No doubt his pur- 
pose there. ....”—— 

-—‘‘ Must needs have been hostile to the inmates of this 
castle !” interrupted Ottokar eagerly ; “* perhaps .... perhaps 
he was aware, that the lovely Blanche frequented those Se- 
cret passages, and hoped, that his dagger might unobserved- 
ly revenge ....”=— 

——“ Oh! no, Sir Knight,” oxcla med the affrighted 
Blanche, “ you misunderstood me! no one was arbing j in 
the secret paths ! it was not there I found the scarf; it was 
in the cavern oi St. Hildegarde......and perhaps you mistake 
about the scarf too! perhaps, it is not Osbright's: ! oh! no, 
no, no! heavenly mercy forbid that it should be !”-- 

--“+ Indeed !” said Ottokar, while Jealousy whispered a 
thousand suspicions to his miad ; “ nay of that there 1s no 
doubt : it isthe work of the Lady } Magdalena, and too. re- 
markable to be mistaken. Besides, in” sav ing the Palatine’s 

life in battle, Osbright’ s bosom was slightly wounded ;. his 
scarf was stained with blood, aud i he: od him. sw ear, that 
the blood shed in his sovereign’s defence was the noblest or- 
nament of his scarf, and should never be eflaced——look, lady, 
look ! Osbright has kept his oath.”~— 

Bianche looked on the bloody marks ; the scarf ‘fell from 
her hands, and she clasped them in an agony of despair. 
With every moment did Sir Ottokar’s jealous fears prow 
more strong, and his desire to impress Blanche with an idea 
of Osbright’s animosity more keen and anxious. 

—* But one thing more!” said Blanche with difficulty, 
while she almost gasped for. breath--*' that hortible curse 
which you spoke of....which Rudiger. which’ his vassals 
pronounced....was it pronounced by Osbright ? was Osbright 
in the chapel, when it was pronounced ?”~ 

——* He was, lady! he was!” replicd Ottokar, eagerly 
and peremptorily ; “I was near the chapel door, and saw 
him rush into the chapel witha maniac’s look, his eyes burn. 


ing with vengeance, his lips pale with passion, his whole 
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frame trembling with eagerness, and with fear lest he should 
be too late to join in the horrible execration.—I heard count 
Rudiger devote to destruction your father, your mother, 
your innocent self! I saw Osbri; rhe rush furiously forward 
to join his father ; and instantly every voice except my own 
re-echoed the dreadful words—* vengeance eV erlasting 
vengeance on the bloody house of Orrenberg .” 

—* And did not one kind voices said Stenson faintiv, 
“did no suggestion of pity.. ah! did no one utter one w ord 
to plead for the poor Blanche *”— 

—‘* No one, lady ! no one, as [ have a soul to save !"— 

—*Oh! Lam very faint, my mother !” murmured Blanche 
and bursting into tears she sank upon the bosom of Ulrica. 

Her pale looks and trembling frame greatly alarmed her 
parents ; but believing her agitation to be solely produced 
by apprehension and by horror at the dreadful threats pro- 
nounced against her life by the Frankheiimers, they advised 
her to retire to rest and compose herself. Blanche willing- 
ly accepted the permission of departing, and hastened to me- 
ditate in the solitude of her chamber on the fatal discovery, 
which accident had just made. 

( Lo be continued. ) 


—<t GY 


CHARACTER OF PRINCE POTEMKIN. 
FROM THE LETTERS OF PRINCE DE LIGNE, 
Lately Published. 


I SEE a commander in chief (Prince Potemkin) whe 
looks idle and is always busy. who has no other desk than 
his knees, no other comb than his hngers ; constantly re- 
clined on his couch and sleeping neither night nor day ; his 
zeal for the empress he adores keeps him incessantly awake 
and uneasy, and a cannon shot to which he himself is not ex- 
posed, disturbs him with the idcathat it costs the lifeo! 
xX 
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some of his soldiers. Trembling for others, brave for him. 


self ; stopping under the hottest fire of a battery to givehis BP , 
orders ;. yet more an U/ysses than an Achilles; alarmed at , 
the approach. of danger, frolicksome when it surroundshim; § , 


dull in the midst of pleasure ;. unhappy for Being too lucky, 
surfeited with every thing, easily disgusted, morose, incon- 
stant, a profound philosopher, an able minister, a sublime 
politician, or like a child of ten vears ;. not revengeful, ask- 
ing pardon for-a pain he has inflicted; quickly repairing an 
injusace, thinking he loves God when he fears the devil, 
whom he fancies still greater and bigger than himself ; 
waving one hand to the females that please him, and with the 
other making the sign of the cross:; embracing the feet of a 
statue of the Virgin, or the alabaster neck: of his mistress ; 
receiving numberless presents from his great sovereign, and 
distributing them immediately to others ,. aecepting estates 
of the cmpress, and re turning them or paying, ber debts with- 
oat her knowledge ; alienating or purchasing immense tracts 
of land to erect a grand colonade or plant an English gar- 
den ; getting again rid of this; gambling, from moru to 
night, or not at all ; prefering s prodigality in giving, to regu- 
Jarity in paying; prodigiously rich aad not worth a farthing ; 
abandoning himself to distrust or to confidence ; to jealousy, 
or to gratitude, to ill humour or to pleasantaess ; easily pre- 
judiced for or against, and as easily cured: of a prejudice 5 
talking divinely to his generals and. tacticks to his arche 
bishops ; never readi ing but pemping every one with w hom 
he converses, and contradicting to-be better informed ; un- 
commonly affable or extremely savage ;. affecting the most 
attracuve or the most repulsive manners ; appearing by 
turns the praudest satrap of the east, or the most amiable 
courtier of Louis XLV ; concealing under the 2ppearance of 
harshness the greatest benevolence ct heart ; whimtsical with 
| regard to hours, repasts, rest aud inclinations ; wanting to 
| have every thing like achild, or knowing how to do without, 
like a gyeat man ; sober though scemingly a glutton; gaaw- 
ing his finger ends or apples andturnips ; scolding or laugh- 
ing, mimicking or swearing ; engaged i In wantonness or tn 
prayers ; singing or meditating ; calling and dismissing ; 
cdl ing, for twenty aldes-de-camp and saying. nothing to an: 
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’ of them ; ‘bearing heat better than any man, whilst he seems 
ht «9 think of nothing but the most voluptuous baths ; not 
. caring for cold though -he aprears unable to exist without 
' furs ; always without drawers, in his shirt, or in rich regi- 
, mentals embroidered on all the seams ; barefoot or inem- 
, broidered slippers with spangles ; wearing neither hat nor 
. cap; it is thus I-saw him once in the midst of a musket 
wy fire ; sometimes in a night gown, sometimes in a splendid 
, tunic with his three stars, his orders and diamonds as large 
; as a thumb round the portrait of the empress ;-they seem 
C placed there to attract the balls ; crooked and almost-beat 


double when he is at home, and tall, erect, proud, handsome, 
noble, majestick or fascinating, when he shews himself fo 
his army, like Agamemnon in the midst of the monarchs of 
' dsreece. 
What then is his magick ? Genius and genius, and still 
, genius ; natural abilities,.an excellent memory, much eleva- 
: tion of soul ; malice without the design of injuring, active 
without craft,a happy mixture of caprices, the art of con- 
juering every heart in his good moments ; much.generosi- 
ty, graciousness and justness in his rewards, a-refraed and 
correct taste, the talent of guessing what he is ignorant of 
and a consummate knowledge of mankind. 


~~ ree xt See 


THE NUMBER OF THE BEAST. 


OUR daily papers have lately been teeming with proof, 
“hat Napoleon Buonaparte is beyond question the Beast 
mentioned in the Revelations. Chap. xiii. Ver. 16,17, 18. 
Some years since the following exhibition, that the verses 
alluded to are applicable to the Pope, was published, and 
excited perhaps as great a degree of credit and cavil with its 
advocates and opponents, as any modern representation of 
the allusion to the Great Emperour. 


IT is, I believe, generally understood, that the beast, 
mentioned in the Revelations, is typical of the Popish See. 
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There are three verses in those writings relative to the mark 
or number of the beast, very peculiar indeed ; and various 


ve bi en tne elucidauons, Pemit me to remark, that the 
~~ carries on lis can the following title, Vicarius Fi ii Dei; 
or as others sav, Vicarius anes ‘Seneralis mterris. Now, the 
numerical letters in eitber of chese inscriptions, summarily 
make up the number stx hundred, three-score and six; 
which is said to be the number of the heast—the mumber of 
aman. ‘ Here is wisdom.” Let him that hath understand. 
ing, or (as the Bible of 1599 gives it) Wit, count the num. 
ber of the beast; for it is the number of a man ; and his 
number is six huodred three-a ore and six. 
Vicatrtan £4143: Oe 
§ 1100 15 15011 500 1 
| OR 
Vicarius Det Generalisin Terris. 
3110015 5001 501 1 1 


JESCRIPTION OF THE GROTTO ar SwATARA. 


‘Ti is situated on the east side of Swatara,* close to the 


river. its entrance is very spacious, and there is somewhat 
of a descent towards the other extremity ; insomuch that I 
suppose the surface of the river is rather higher than the bot- 
tom of the cave. The upper part is like an arched roof, of 
soud lime-stone rock, perhaps twenty feet thick. On entering 
are found many apartments, some of them very high, like 
the choir of a church. There is, as it were, a continual rain 
within the cave, for the water drops incessantly from the 
roof upon the floor ; by which, and the water petrifying as it 
julls, pillars are gradually formed to support the roof, I saw 
this ae about thirty years ago, an d observed above ten 
such pillars, each six inches in diameter and six feet high 
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Near Hummels Town, ia Dauphin County, in the state 
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all so ranged that the place enclosed by them resembled a 
sanctuary ina Roman church: and [I can assure you, that no 
royal throne ever exhibited more grandeur, than the delight« 
ful prospect of this dusus nature. Satished with the view of 
this, we discovered the resemblances of several monuments, 
incorporated into the walls, as if the bodies of departed he- 
roes were there deposited. Our guide then conducted 
us to a place, where, he said, hung the bell: this isa 
piece of stone issuing out of the roof, which when struck 
sounds like a bell. 

“Some of the stalactites are of a colour like sugar-candy, 
and others resemble loaf-sugar ; but it is a pity that their 
beauty is now almost destroyed by the country people. The 
water, as it falls, runs down the declivity ; and it is both 
wholesome and pleasant-to drink, when it has discharged its 
petrifying matter. Itis remarkable that we found several 
holes at the bottom of the cave, going down perpendicularly, 
perhaps into the abyss, which renders it dangerous to be 
without a light. At the end of the cave, there is a pretty 
run, which takes its course through part of it, and then loses 
itself among the rocks : here is also its exit; by’an aperture 
which is very narrow. ‘Through this the vapours continual- 
ly pass outwards, with a strong current of air ; and, at night 
these vapours ascending resemble a great furnace. Part of 
these vapours and fogs appear, on ascending, to be condens- 
ed at the head of this great alembic, and the more volatile 
parts to be carried off, through the aperture communicating 
with the exterior air before mentioned, by the force of the 
gir in its passage. 


CHARLES THE XII. KING OF SWEDEN. 


{n our last number we gave an account of the conduct of 
the “Swedish Madman” at the battle of Varmilza. The 
following letter written in the year 1707, extracted from ar 
old volume of manuscripts, gives a description of his person 
and manner of living. 
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My Lorn, 

t WILL tell you as a particular friend, that even without 
teave, (which should nat have been) I did venture the other 
day to ramble into Saxovy, to satisfy my curiosity in seeing 
those different kings there ; and to penetrate as far as I could 
how matters stood here, and how fate is like to be determin- 
ed by that gothick hero, who with a handful of men, makes 
himself dreaded and courted by all the powers of Europe. 
As for his person, be did not answer the description I had 
of him. He is atall handsome gentleman, but immode- 
rately dirty and slovenly ; his behaviour and carriage more 
rustick than you can Imagine in so younga man. And that 
the outside of his quarters should not belie the inside, he 
has chose the dirtiest of all Saxony, and one of the saddest 
houses. ‘he cleanliest place is the court before the house, 
where every body is to alight off their horses, and is up to 
the knees in dirt, where his horses stand, with hardly any 
halcers, and sacking instead of cloths, without either rack or 
manger. ‘The horses have rough coats, thick bellies, thin 
buttocks, and switch tails: the grooms that look after them 
seem not to be better cloathed nor kept than their horses, 
one of which always stands ready for the mighty monarch, 
who runs out commonly alone, and bestrides his steed, and 
away he gallops, before any body 1s ready to follow him. 
Some times he will go ten or twelve of their country miles in 
a day, (which is forty eight or fifty english miles) now in the 
winter time, bespattered all over with dirt like a postillion. 

I should make my letter too long if I told you his dress, 
his eating, drinking, and sleeping: but not to let it entirely 
alone, Vil tell you his coat is plain blue, with ordinary brass 
buttons ; the skirts put up behind and before, which shows 
fis nasty old waistcoat and breeches, and which they tell us 
is somEIMEes s ) Greasy they may be fried ; but when I saw 
him they were almost new, for he had been gallanting a lit- 
tle before, and had been to see king Augustus’s queen, upon 
her return to Leipsick ; and to be very fine, had put on these 
new leather breeches.—Spoke not above three words to her, 
but ‘aida to a foolish dwarf she has for about a quarter of 
an hour, then left her. He wears a black crape cravat; but , 


the cape of his coat is buttoned on soclose about it, you ca# 
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not see whether he has any or no. His shirt and wristbands 
are commonly very dirty, for he wears no gloves er ruffles 
en horseback ; his hands are commonly of the same colour 
with his wristbands, so that you can hardly distinguish them. 
His hair is of a light brown, very greasy and very short , 
never combed but with his fingers. 

Efe sits upon any stoel or chair he can find: he begins his 
dinner with a great piece of bread and butter, which he 
spreads with his thumb ; having stuck his napkin under his 
chin, he drinks with his mou full, out of a great silver om 

fashioned beaker, small beer, which is his only liquor at his 
rreals ; he drinks about two English bottles, for he empties 
his beaker twice : between every bit of meat he eats a piece 
ot bread and butter. He is never more than a quarter of an 
hour at dinner, eats like a horse, speaks not “ word ali the 
while ; as soon as he rises, his drabands, or life- guards, sit 
down at the same table, to the same victuals. 

His bed chamber isa little dirty room, with baré walls; 
no sheets or canopy to: his bed ; but the same quilt that lies 
under him turns up over him, and to cover him: at his bed's 
feet stands his close-stool, a sad dirty wooden thing. 

His writing table is only a slight deal, with only. a stick to 
support it; and instead of a standish, a wooden thing, with 
a sand box of the same. He has a:fine gilt bible, by his be 
side, which is the only thing which looks fine in his equ 
page. 

He is a very handsome man, well shaped and a very good 
face ; no stern countenance ; but he is very whimsical anct 
positive, which makes all the allies afraid of him, for | 
risques himself and his army as exzsy as another would hg)! 
a duel, 

He has not shewed much generority to king Augustus, 
who sent acarte blanche to make peace, and to recommend 
himself to his friendship ; but he does still every day vere 
hard things to that poor prince, whom he treats always like 
one he has entirely in his power. 

King Augustus | is as weli bred a man as you shall see ; 


tery obliging in his person and behaviour, and liked by eve- 


‘* 


ey one, But now he pays for all bis faise un‘aithtul poli- 
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ticks, and finds too late that one prince should not entirely 
sub mit to another. 

Although my letteris too long already, I will give you a 
short account of the Polish court of king Stanislaus, whom I 
found at Leipsick ; where I not only saw that king, but he 
very civilly came and spoke to me and my friend, as_ bein 
strangers. His court has a much better air than that of his 
master. His mother and wife were there, a couple of well 
bred women, well dressed, and spoke good French. He is 
tall, young, and handsome; wears whiskers, in the Polish 
dress, but inclinable to be fat, and a little upon the dirty, as 
all the Polesare. He was lodged ina very pretty little cas- 
tle, belonging to the king Augustus, but against that king’s 
will, who will never see him, and cannot bear to hear him 
spoke of ; and yet the Swedes would oblige him to see him, 
which they say he ought to do by the treaty. 

You used to tell me, my dear lord, you !oved: to hear of 
my rambles, and I believe this will please you better than 
my former, beinga very true description of the mighty and 
dirty monarch. 


LONDON MARRIAGES: 


IN walking along the street, in my youth, onthe side near 
to the Fleet prison, (says Mr. Pennant) I have often been 
tempted by the question ; Sir, will you please to walk in and 
be married? Along this most lawless space, was hung the 
frequent sign of a male and female had conjoined, with 
“marriages performed within,” written beneath. A dirty 
fellow earings youin. The parson was seen walking before 
his shop, a squalid, profligate figure, clad in a tattered, plain 
night-gown, with a fiery face, and ready to couple you for a 
dram of gin, or aroll of tobacco. Our great chancellor, 
Jord Hardwick, put these dz2mons to flight, and saved thou- 
sands from the misery and disgrace which would be entailed 
by these extemporary, thoughtless unions. 


? 
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SOME of the old le ‘gendary stories put in verse by mo- 
ern writers provoked . him to cas scamate them one day at 
Streatham ; but they are already weil known, Iam sure. 


The tender infant, meck and mild, 
Fell down upon the stone ; 

Ihe nurse rook up ne squeal ing child, 
But still tiie child squeal’d on. 


A famous ballad also, beg ginning Rio verde, Rio verde, 
when I commenced the translation of it, he said he could 
do it better himself—as thus : 


Glassy water, glassy water, 
Down whose current clear and strong,’ 
Chiefs confus’d in mutual slaughter, 
Moor and Christian roll along. 


But, Sir, said I, this is not ridiculous at all. .“* Why no, 
replied he, why should I always write ridiculously ? perhaps 
because I made these verses to imitate such a one, naming 
him : 


Ilermit hoar, in solemn cell 
r 2 a 2 _ 
Wearing out life’s evening grey ; 
Strike thy bosom, sage, and tell, 
What is bliss, and which the way? 


Thus I spoke, and speaking sigh’d, 
Scarce repress’d the starting tear, 
When the hoary sage reply’d, 
Come, my lad, and drink some beer.” 


[ could give another comical instance of caricatura imi- 
tation. I recollect one day, when praising these verses 


of Lopez de Vega, 


Se acquien tos leones vence 
Vence una muger hermosa 
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O el de flaco averguence 
O clia di ser mus furiesa, 


more thanhe thought they deserved, Mr. Johnson instantly 
observed, “ that they were founded on a trivial conceit, and. 
that conceit ill explained, and ill expressed beside. ‘Lhe la- 
dy, we all know, dees not.conquer in the same manner as 
the lion does: ’tis a mere play of. words, added he, and you 
might as well say, that. 


If the man who turnips cries,- 
Cry not when:his father dies; 
Tis a proof that he had rather: 
Have a turnip than his father.” 


And this humour is of the same sort with which he an- 
swered the friend who commended the following line : 
Who rules o’er freemen should himself be free. 
‘* Fo be sure, said Di. Tohnson, 
Who drives fat oxen should ‘himself be fat.” 
This readiness of finding-a parallel, or making one, was 


shewn by him perpetually in the course of conversation. 
When the French verses of a certain pantomime were quoted. 








ie a thus : 
}: ; 4 , ‘ . 7 
toe: Je suis Cassandte descendtie des cieux, 
ae Pour vous faire entendre, mesdames et messieurs, 
i | Que je suis Cassandre descendue des cieux ; 
438 he cried out gaily and suddenly, almost inva moment,. 
yaa I am Cassandra come down from the sky, 
| oes ! Vo tell each by-stander what none can deby,. 
; eke that Iam Cassandra come down from the sky. 
‘Za 
‘eet : | ’ 
eh } lhe pretty Italian verses too, at the end of Baretti’s book, 
eon | called Easy Phraseology, he did alt zmprovisa in the same 
Bal se? . manner 
i a 3 , 
te sc" | 
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Viva! vivala padrona! 
Jutta bella, e tutta buona, 
La padrona.e-un angiolella 
Tutta buona e tutta bella ; 
Tutta bella e tutta buona ; : 
Viva! viva la padrona! 


Long may live my lovely Hetty’! 
Always young and always pretty, : 
Always pretty, always young, 4 
Live my lovely Hetty long ! 

Always young and always pretty ; 
Long may live my lovely Hetty! 


pa 


bo ait ay 


The famous distich too, of an Italian improvisatore, who, 
when the Duke.of Modena ran away from the comet. in-the 
year 1742 or 1743, 


Se.al venir ‘vestroi principi sen’ vanno 
Deh venga ogni di durate un anno ; 





which, said he, would do justice as well in our language thus : 


If at your coming princes disappear, 
: Comets ! come every day—and stay a-year. 


When some one in company commended the verses of 
NM. de Beneserade a son Lit; 


Theatre des ris et des pleurs, 
Lit ! ou je nais, et ou je meurs ; 
é Tu nous fais voir comment voisins, 
| Sont nos plaisirs, et nos chagrins. j 


Lo which he replied without hesitating, 


In bed we laugh, in bed we cry, 
And born in bed, in bed we die ; 
The near approach a bed may shew 
Of human bliss to human woe. 


ees a ee 
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ON THE ERROURS OF THE PRESS. 
BY C W. ESQ. 


WHILST vou and your correspondents are so laudabl; 
emploved in watching over the we ‘fare of the state, keeping 
a jealous eye on minis ate rs, and pointing out the errours ol 
governme nt, L wish, Mr. Editor (if you could but find time 
tor it) that you would pay some little attention to your own 

errours. 

Perhaps it will appear the highest degree of presumption, 
to offer advice to a person in your eminent station, one who 
every day (Sundays exce pted) dictates to Ministers, and 
counsels Kings ; one who is read and admired in every part 
of the British dominions. 

It is for this very reason, Sir, that I think it incumbent on 
me to tell you of your mistakes, for you cannot say with Job, 
“ Atbeit that [ have erred, mine ERROUR remaineth with my- 
seLF.” No, Mr. Editor, your errours circulate far and 
wide ; they misrepresent many, and mislead more ; in short, 
the errours I mean, are errours of the press ; or, as my 
learned friend, Sir James Hodges expresses them in one En 
glish-latin-singular-plural word, erratums. 

Of all errata, the most harmless are those which make 

k-staring nonsense. These are never 1mputed to the wri- 
put are corrected by the reader, in his own mind, as he 
goes along ; but the dangerous ones are those which make a 
kind of half sense, and pass current as the sense of the au- 
sees until the day following, when your list of errata trans- 
fers the b blame from the writer to the printer. However, I 
must say, that printers (with all their professions of candour 
are as little apt to acknowledge their errours as the rest ot 
mankind, for not one erratum inten is ever acknowledged, 
and indeed [ suppose they very seldom would, unless at the 
narticular desire of the writer. 

As I have said much about the errours of the press, it may 
naturally be expected that I should produce some proofs of 
what I have asserted. This Iam enabled to do, having paid 
particular attention to them for some time past, and having 
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looked more sharnlv after them, than the promotions civil o: 
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military, the prices of corn or of stocks, the list of ships or 
bankrupts, or of those paragraphs which inform who’s dead, 
who’s married, or who’s hang’d. 

But now for the particulars of the charge. 

I have known you throw an injurious reflection on all the 
croun’d heads in Europe at one stroke, for instead of Po 
tentates you have called them potatoes, as if they had been 
mere vegetables, As to the King of Prussia, you talk of 
him in a different stile, for instead of the Hero of Prussia, 
you have made him the Nero. Next day comes your apolo- 

y, or your erratum, which sometimes, instead of mending 
matters, makes things worse, and, like an arch tinker, in 
stopping one hole makes two, as I remember my old friend 
Alderman Faulkner, of Dublin, corrected an errour in his 
Journal, “.Erratum in our last; for his Grace the Duchess 
ot Dorset, read her Grace the Duke of Dorset.” Indeed a 
blunder seems to be something in the nature. of a bog, the 
more you struggle the deeper you get into it. But to pro- 
ceed. You have on several occasionsused the Doge of Ge- 
— extremely ill, and never have made him the least apo- 

gy for omitting the last letter in his title ; though if you 
1 desired your readers next day, “ instead of Dog, to read 
Doge,” I do confess that it would have been no great repa- 

ration. 

I remember the Irish parliament some time ago, were oi- 
fended at something in the Publick Advertiser, and took up 
the matter so warmly, that they ordered the paper to be 
burnt. Now, Mr. Editor, whether you have taken um- 
brage also and likewise, or whether i it proceeds from nez@li- 
gence, [know not; but certain it is, that several unlucky 
mistakes have happened relative to that respectable body. 
At their first meeting, you told us (instead of a bill) that a 
motion would be made for leave to bring in a bull ;—and 
atterwards another motion, that the order of the Dey be read 
as if it was an Assembly on the coast of Barbary You 
told us one day, that Lord , of the kingdom of Ireland, 
had been safely delivered of a daughter ; and we were very 
anxious on my Lord's account, til! the day following, when 
you delivered his Lordship of the burthen, and brought the 

child into the world a more natural wav. 
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In a late seuffle underthe Piazza, Covent-Garden, you 
toformed us that an Irish officer had got a confusion in his 
head; and you made no apology afterwards, thinking, I 
suppose, there Was no occasion far any, as yeu were right 
toa Tb. 

Not long ago you advertised a speedy cure for raptures, 
and I am atraid it gave wicked batchelors occasion to-scoff at 
the holy state ef matrimony ; for as the Devil would have 
et (E mean one of your Devils) the very next advertisement 
te Ht, was from a gentleman who wanted a wife, and over it 
was priated matrimony in capitals ; consequently It appear- 
ed that matrimony was the most speedy and effectual cure 
for raptures, though of ever so long standing, &e fe. 

Lhave known you advertise instead of a never-failing re- 
medy, an ever-failing remedy : Now, Sir, though this might 
be strictly true, yet IT hold it not proper that it should be so 
set a iow n,2s I suppose the quack doctor paid you his money 

conveying avery different sense to the publick.—In a re- 
oxios lately published for the cure of the plague, instead of 
rue, you put rice, and so made a pudding of it; and in ad- 
vertising a course of lectures, you turned a syllabus intoa 
sylabub ; and called the perpetual motion, a perpetual no- 
tion. 

! wish you would-be a little more cautious in advertising 
solivation not necessary ; for it happened, that by omitting 
the 2 in salvation, you gave great offence to some very good 
#nristians in my neighbourhood ; and also gave occasion to 
some wicked purest ers to observe, that it was not the first 
time an eye had been lost in asalivation ; nay, that some 
people ha d been so anhacley as to lose a couple. 

The re is another advertisement which frequently occurs, 
he on ing with, ** Whereas several evil minded persons, &c.”’ 
One day you made it evil-minded parsons, which was ex- 
tremely unlucky ; for in these times of infidelity, people are 
too apt to scoff at the clergy, and indeed at all serious sub- 
jects; as to myself, [ must confess that F am particularly 
hurt at those impertinent levities with which some people 
3 dulge themselves, being a person of a serious turn of 

inc’, and of a disposition rather saturnine and grave. 
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It too often happens, Mr. Editor, that “ what should be 
rave you turn to farce ;” I remember in your paper, a 
sensible pathetick letter, signed a Citizen ; he laments the in- 
ternal state of this country, and you made it the infernal 
state ; when he exclaimed sad-reverse ! you made him ery 
eut sad reverie ; he disapproved of all national reflections, 
you made him disapprove of all rational reflections ; aad 
talking of the fate of empires, you made him say the fat of 
empires ; now as there are so- many standing jokes about ci- 
tizens being fond of fat, (whether turtle fat, or venison fat) 
this unlucky mistake quite spoiled the letter, disobliged my 
triend the Citizen, and “all the fat was inthe fire.” And 
here I cannot help taking nottce of a paragraph some time 
since, containing. an account of the election ofa worthy Al- 
derman for a certain ward, when instead of saying he was 
duly elected, you said he was dully elected, and therefore 
afforded a handle for breaking some common-place jests 
on that respectable bedy of men, the Court of Aldermen. 
Another time, in the account of an entertainment given by a 
worthy Alderman, to the Deputy and Common Council cf 
his ward, where they dined on turtle, you said they died on 
turtle ; as. if they had all ate till they choaked or burst ; 
whereas, on the contrary, it was extremely remarkable, thae 
none cither over-ate themselves, or caught a surfeit that 
day. 

From several articles, Mr. Editor, one would be apt ts 
conclude, that you were no great geographer ; for you tell 
us of Corsairs fitted out from Turin instead of Tunis ; and 
that the Chinese had revolted against the Spaniards, instead 
of the Chilese ; now, though these two nations are on dif- 
ferent sides of the globe, L suppose you thought they were 
near neighbours, being within an eli of each ‘ouhers: Last 
year, when the Russian fleet took the isle of Lemnos, you 
told us that part of the squadron remained at the isle of 
Candy, and the rest were going to attack the isle of Lemons ; 
you supposed, no doubt, that Candy was a sugar island, ard 
that they were gone to the isle of Leisonb for fruit, and 
so between them to supply the fleet (pro bono publico) with 
punch, 









































































































































PPPPAPIDAPAAPPDILD IL LOL LLIE LE LOL LL LOLOL LLL OO’ 


168 LILERARY MUSEUM. 





~ 





You have sometimes treated the Russians very injur; 
ously, by calling them Ruffians ; and one day you told u: 
the combined army of the Tove and Tartars (instead of : 
Kam) was commanded by a Ram ; as if they had been a 
parcel of sheep: and when it was expected the two armies 
were coming to action, you said they were coming to Acton , 
and as there were a considerable fall of stocks about tha 
time, I have reason to think it was owing to the above re. 
ort, or to some other equally alarming. 

I trembled for you during the whole time of the cdngres 
at Fockzany, ‘tis a ticklish word in the hands of a careless 
compositor ; and one does not know what terrible work h: 
might make of it: Apropos, itis not long since you adver 
tised a view of the canal at Venice, and you made it the ca. 
nal of Venus; and in the account of a house-breaking, 1 
stead of the rogues broke in atthe window, you said the 
broke in at the widow. 

When you informed us that a certain lady was gone t 
pass the holidays, at her country seat near Corydon, ever 
reader supposed that some scandal was meant, ull the nex 
day, when we learnt that there was no Corydon in the casc 
and that her ladyship was only gone to her country seat nea! 
Croydon. 

One day you told us, that some English Lord, (whos: 
name I have forgot) was arrived at Naples with his tabor 
travellng with a tabor seemed to be an odd kind of concent 
but his Lordship (apparemment) was fond of musick, thoug 
the tabor and pipe seemed more adapted to a lugged bea: 
than a Lord on his travels; thus we reasoned, ull the erra 
cum of next day, desired us “ for tabor, to read tutor.” 

If your compositors are bad geographers, they are as ba 
arithmeticiags : wherever sums occur, they are sure to mak« 
a bad figure. I remember at different times last year, th 
made the compuisatory India loan, 14000, 140000, and som« 
times 14,000,000: in short, they have no adequate idea o! 
figures ; and as to cyphers, they consider them as mere no- 
things, and that adding or taking away two or three of them 
from a sum, makes no difference at all. 

I have known you turn a matter of hearsay, into a matter 
of heresy ; Damcninic a deamon; a delicious girl, into 
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delirious gil ; the comick muse, into a comick mouse ; a 
Jewish Rabbi, into a Jewish Rabbit ; andw hen a correspon- 


lent, lamenting the corrupuon of the times, exclaimed O 


Mores! you made him cry, O Moses ! 


You should consider, Mr. Editor, that there is a materi- 
al difference between acting with the utmost lenity and ut- 
most lévity ; between factious and facetious ; fellow and 
clon ; imprudent and impudent ; resolution and revolution ; 
Ruony-mead and running mad ; loud professions and lewd 
srofessions ; ; ords and works ; soaring and roaring ; Tha- 
vies inn and Thieves inn minutes and minuets ; rubies and 
bubbies ; a tube and a tub ; all of which words, I have ob- 
served you, Sir, at times, use indiscriminately. 

I know you will say that the people ought to consider the 
constant hurry which attends the publication of a daily pa- 
per ; that the Publick Advertiser is in so great request, and 
people are so eager to get it, * with all its “imperfecti 1ons on 
its he -: that you really have not time to be more correct — 
Ah, Mr. Editor ! it would be well for mankind, if reforma- 
tion, = charity, were always s40 begin at hoine ; and that 
peo| sle would try to mend themselves, instead of bestowing 
so much fruitless and thankless pains in admonishing thei: 
neigh! bou You, Sir, have bestowed much time, and la- 
bour, and ‘oil, floods of ink, and reams of paper, in advising 
Ministers of state, and correcting the measures of govern- 
ment ; and after all, I dare say, you yourself will allow, that 
they are, at this Moment, not One bit better or wiser than 
when you first undertook to mend them. 

The relore take an old man’s advice, friend Kditor , seta 
pattern to thy brother printers ; leave for a while the car 
of tne state to (hose who are paid fol it : ~look al home 
begin a reformation there, and “ correct thyself for the ey 
ample of others.” 

J abl, 
Tby sincere well-wisher. 
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MY TA BLETS, Noa +. 
“* Fetch me my Tablets hither. 


EPITAPFIS, 


I HAVE often been induced to believe that many of th 
E.pitaphs contained in Hackett’s collection are merely spor- 
tive pieces of Wit, existing only in the pages of his work. 
This belief has as often been shaken when [ reflected that 
the authour had in fact pledged his veracity on their authen- 
ticity, not only by declaring himself the compiler of the coilec- 
tion, but in many of those epitaphs which are so eccentrick 
as to create doubts of their originality, by giving the nam: 
ef the place where they are to be found. 


Ste Mich witet ss € cooked Lane. 


+. 

Here lyeth wrapt ia clay 
The body of William W ray 
I have no more to say. 


York Cathedral. 


Musicus et Logicus Wynal hi ic jacet ecce Fohannes + 
Organa namque loqui fecerat ille quasi. 


Which may be thus translated, 
Musician and Logician eke, 
WV: yc ul ho! Join lies here : 


Who made the organs for co spea’s, 
Fust e’en its if ut were 


. ; , “vy 
lstan $s sfepnei. 


» toon ' “oO 
Here lieth the body of Samuel Saul 
a oc 19 
yhit ; Gs Weaver, and that’s “a. 
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Norwich Cathedral. 


Here lies the body of honest Tom Page 
Who died in the 33d year of his age. 


St Dunstan’s Stepney. 


Here lies the 

life the 16th of November 1683. 
i. Whoever treadeth on this stone, 
_— I prey you tread most neatly ; 
ae For underneath the same doth lie, 
Your honest friend, Will Wheatly. 
— On an Attorney at Law. 
hon 


Beneath this smooth stone, by the bone of his bone, 


Sleeps Master John Gill ; 
By /ies when alive, this attorney did ehstve, 
And now that he’s dead he lies still. 


From Cambden. 


He lyeth Richard a Preene, 

One thousand five hundred, eighty niuc, 
Of March the XX day : 

Aad he that will die after him may, 


Cumberland. 


4: Why look ye, Pye see now, who hres here, 

z Sure, and sure, the body of John Tragere, 
Who ne’er in all his life time thought fie 

ho marry his daughter to Nicholas Kirk? 


body of William Wheatly who departed this 


x 
> 
be 
* 
% 


Aisin 


= wh 


Brow bl 









i 
‘ 


172 LITERARY MUSEUM. 
OLLIE LIE L ILL EL LODO LL DLL LDL LOLI LOD LOLOL LOO GG: 
St. Bennet’s Paul’s Whorfe, Londen. 


Here lies one JAferc, and no Afore than he. 

One More and no More! how can that be? 

Why one Afore, and no Afore may well lie here alone 
But here lies one More and that’s {ore than one. 


POPE AND BEN. JONNSON. 


It may not be considered as an attempt to convict Pope o| 
plagiarism should I point out many passages wherein he has 
unquestionably borrowed from other authours. Dryden’s 
observation may with justice be applied to Pope. “ ie in 
‘* vades authours like a monarch, and what would be theft in 
other*poets is only victory in him ’’—In the verses to the 
memory of an unfortunate Lady, Pope commences :— 


“ What heck’ning ghost along the moonlight shade 
* «Invites my steps, and points to yonder glade ? 
’ Tis she !” 


- 2 : 
Swi s 


= — 


as 


Ben Johnson wrote an Elegy on Lady Anne Pawlet, Mar. 
chioness of Winton, beginning 


pn canines ning 
te 


What gentle ghost, besprent with April dew, 
Hayles me so solemnly to yonder yew ? 
And beckoning woes on me 


7; 
} 
VY 


nn 5 debaad 


ne 
ne te 


POPE'S DYING CHRISTIAN- 


This beautiful poem is an imitation of the well known 
Sonnet of Hadrian addrest to his departing spirit. It was 
written at the desire of Steele, as we learn from a letter sent 
to him by Pope on the occasion, wherein he says—' You 
have it, as Cowley cails it, just warm from the brain; it 
** came to me the first moment I waked this morning; yet 
‘you'll see, it was not so absolutely inspiration, but that I 
* had in my head not only the verses of Hadrian, but a fine 

* fragment of Sappho.” But our authour had also anothes 
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omposition in his head, which he did not acknowledge—. 
there 1s a strikingly close similarity between this ode and 
one of an obscure and almost forgotten rhy mer of the age ot 
Charles II, named Thomas Flatman. From the rubbish of 


e ' this writer Pope has judiciously selected the following 
Stanza, being certainly the best which Flatman had pros 
duced. 


When on my sick bed I languish 
Full of sorrow, full of anguish, 

— Fainting, gasping, trembling, crying, 

?, Panting, groaning, speechless, dying, 
Methinks I hear some gentle spirit say, 
Be not fearful, come away ! 


This Pope has adopted and modified into the beautifni 
verse of 


Vital spark of heavenly flame, 
Quit, Oh quit! this mortal frame ; 
‘Tre mbling, hoping, ling’ ring, fly Ing, 
Oh ! the pain, the dian of dying ! 
Hark ! they whisper, angels say, 
Sister spirit come away. 


——o > 


PARTICULARS ‘RELATING TO THE 
BOTTLE CONJURER. 


© ‘The following bite upon the publick was of so extraordinary 

a nature, that it deserves to be recorded, as it shews, that 

| a Lootiah credulity and ridiculous curiosity seem to have 
banished common sense ‘from the quality and gentry of 
the city of London. ‘Toward “the middle of January 
1749, the following advertisement appeared in the news 
papers, 


one 
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AT the New Theatre in the Hay-Market, on Monday 
ext, the 16th instant, to be seen a person who performs the 
several most surprising things following, viz. First he takes 
2 commor ara cane from any of the spectators, and 
thercon plavs the music of everv instrument now In Use. and 
Hkewise sings to surprising pe ‘fection. Se condiy, he presents 
you with acommon wine bottle, which any of the spectators 
may first examine: this bottle 1s placed on atable in the 
middie of the stage, and he (without any equiv Seation) goes 

into it, in sight of all the spectators, and sings In it: Curing 
his stay in dhe bottle, any person may handle it, and see plain- 
iy that it docs net exceed a common tavern bottle. 
~ Those on “an stage or m the boxes may come in masked 
habits (if agreeable to them), and the performer (if desired) 
writl afawen' them who they are. 
Stage 7s. 6d. Boxes 5s Pitt 3s. Gallery 2s. 
‘To begin at half an hour after six o'clock. 
& f Tickets to be had at the Theatre. 

*.* The performance continues about two hours and a 

half. 

XN B. Hany gentlemen or ladies, after the above per 
formances (either singly or In company, in or out of mask) 
are desirous of seeing a en of any deceased per- 
son, such as husband or wife, sister or brother, or any inti 
nate friend of enher sex, te making a gratuity to ths 
pertormer) shall be gratified, seeing and conversing with 

nem for some minutes, as if alive: likewise (if desired) he 
v iL tell you your most secret thoughts in your past life ; and 
seu a full view of persons who have injured you, whe: 
L OF aliv Cc. 
¢ geptlemen and ladies who are desirous of see- 
last part, there is a private room provided. 
LHeESE *P rlormances have been seen by most of the crown- 
sot Asia, Africa, and Europe, and never appeared 
public k any where but once ; but will wait onany at their 
houses, and pe crhorm as above, for five pounds each time. 
QP Lhere will be a proper guard to keep the house » 


an 
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This other advernsement was also published at the same 
time, which, one would have thought, was sufficient w 
prevent the former’s having any ¢ flect 


LATELY ARRIVED From IvaLy, 


“SIG. Capitelle Fumpedo,a surprising dwarf, no talier 
than a common tavern tobacco- -pipe ; who can perform 2 
great many wondertul equilibres on the slack or tight rope 
likewise. he’li transform his body in above ten thousand dii- 
ferent shapes and postures ; aud after he has diverted the 
spectators two hours and a half, he will open his mouth wide 
and jump down his own throat. He being the most wonder 
full’st wonder of wonders as ever the world unka at 
would be willing tojoin in performance with that surprising 
pusician on Monday next, in the Hay- Market. 

“ He is to be spoke with at the Black Raven in Golden- 
lane, every day irom seven to twelve, and from twelve all 
aay long. a 

Nevertheless the contrivance took, and the play-house 
vas crouded with Dukes, Duchesses, Lords, Ladies, é. 
the consequence of whith will appear from the following pa- 
A Ft a} i 

Last night (vize Monday, Jan the 16th) the much expect 
ed drama o! ye bottle conjurer of the New ‘Theatre in the 
Hay-Market, ended in the tragi-comical manner following. 
Curiosit ads drawn togethe: prodigions numbers. About 
seven the theatre bein ig lig ghted up, but without so much as 2 
single fiddle to keep the audience in good humour, many 
grew impatient Immediately followed a chorus of cat-calls, 


heightened by loud vociferations, and beating with sticks ; 
when a tcllow came trom behind the curtam, and bowing, 
said, that if the performer did not appear, the meney should 
be returned Atthe same time, a wag crvit g out from th 

pit, t that a the ladies and gentlemen would give double prices, 
the conjurer would get into a piot bottle ; presently a young 
gentleman in one of the boxes seized a lighted candie, and 
threw it on the st i j his served as the Charge for sounae 


iOp to battle. U pon thi the great st part ol the audience 


> 


; } ¢] ‘ . ' : . » a 
Mace the woot v J\€8 i Ube ef tne Cat J ae iG mi 
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a cloak, others a hat, others a wig. and others hat, wig. and 
swordsalso One party, however staid in the house, iu order 
to demolish the iuside, when the mob breaking in, they tore 
up the benches, broke to pieces the scenes, pulled down the 
boxes, in short, dismantled the theatre entirely, carrying 
away the particulars above-mentioned into the street, w here P| 
they made a mighty bonfire ; the curtain being hoisted ona 
pole by way ota flag A large party of guards were sent 
for, but came time enough only to warm themselves round 
the fire. We hear of no other disaster than a young hie 
mans’s chin being hurt, occasioned by his fall into the pit 
with part of one of the boxes, which he had forced out with 
his foot. *Tis thought the conjurer vanished away with the 
bank. Many enemies to alate celebrated book concerning 
the ceasing of miracles, are greatly disappointed by the con- 
jurer’s non-appearance in the bottle ; they imagining, that 
his jumping into it would have been the most convincing 
proof a that miracles are not yet ceased. 

Several advertisements were printed afterwards, some se- 
rious, others comical, relating to this whimsical affair ; among 
the rest was the following, which, we hope, may be a mean: 
of curing this humour for the future. , 











r 


Tt be aie 
This 2 78 to 2? nfor nm tite Publick, 


THAT, notwithstanding the great abuse that has been put 
upon the geutry, there is now rin town a man, who, instead 
of creeping into a quartor pint bottle, will change himselt 
RG BE ORE WR SE SBS ha ata ltaat ’ 
Into arate; WHich He NOpes Wii picase Dota young aid Olu. 
If this person meets with encouragement to this advertise- 
ment, he will then acquaint the gentry where and whea h 
periorms. 











| The reason assigned , in another humorous advertisemen:, 
i= for the copjurci’s not goiag into the quart bottle, was, tha: 


after searching all the taverns, not one could be found. , 
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EPITAPH. 


THE following Epitaph was written by a late reverend 
and learned Divine, whose literary labours have earned him 
the meed of deserved praise, ancl whose services in the cause 
of morality and truth, long since acknowledged, wiil bear his 
name with honour to posterity. 

it was composed on the death of a faithful black servant ; 
andalthaegh its intrinsick merit as a composition, may be 
considered. as small, by the critick who requires a finished 
style, and a deep searched sentiment, together with a suit- 
able subject, for the exercise of genius, yet the Epitaph in 
cuestion is beautifully concise; and conveys a truth sublime, 
aud dear to the mind of every christian ; that on the great 
day, when the last trump shall call the nations of the world 
to the judgment seat of heaven, the stamp of feature, and 
the hue of skin, will not weigh in the scale of moral recti- 
tude, when the European, and the Ethiop, stand in the pre- 
sence Of the Almighty dispenser of reward and punish- 
ment. 

It will perhaps be necessary to add an extract of a letter 
from the reverend writer, to one of his own family, enclosing 
a copy of the Epitaph. ‘ My Boy Primus died vesterday, 

“and I have had him buried onthe outside of the north wail 
“ of my own Mausoleum ; while they were covering him, I 
“wrote as follows with my pencil ; perhaps I may get it 
“cuton a stone, to be placed at his head, by way of Epi- 

* taph, 


Vivus 
Nomen habui—Primus 
Mortuus 
Nescio quid Ero— 
Sed etsi Niger, spero, 
Per Jesum Chistum, 
Resurgam, non Secundus. 
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nePrerrrerreceevveeoreTereertrimten, 
DEATH OF CHARLES XII. 


To our account of the battle of Varmilza, published last 
month, an anecdote was subjoined relative to the death oj 
the Swedish monarch ; this, as aypears from the following 
observations of Voltaire is totally void of foundation. 

HERE i cannot help taking notice of a most uncharitable 
suspicion, too readily embraced by the weak and credulous, 
and too industriously propagated by the malicious and ill 
natured, to wit: ‘That the death of pr mces is always owing 
to poison or assassination. It was then the current report 
in Germany, that Mr. Siquier was the man who killed the 
king of Sweden. That brave officer was long grieved at this 
injurious aspersion ; and, as he was one day talking to me on 
the subject: “ I might have killed the king of Sweden, (said 
ne) but, had I been capable of forming such a barbarous re- 
solution, so great was my veneration for that illustrious 
ro, that I could sot have had the courage to carry it into ex- 
ecution.” 

I know, indeed, that Siquier himself gave occasion to this 
heavy charge, which, even to this day, many of the Swedes 
believe to be well founded. He told me, that being serzed 
with a violent fever at Stockholm, he cried out that he had 
killed the king of Sweden ; and that, in the height of his 
phrenzy, he even opened the window, and publickly asked 
pardon for the regicide. When he was afor med, in the 
course of his recovery, of what he had’szid in his illness, he 
was almost ready to die with grief. This anecdote I did not 
chuse to publish during his life-time. I saw him a little be- 
iore he exp red, and th ak I can safely affirm, that, far from 
killing Charles XII. he would have suffered a thousand 
deaths to save ihe life of thathero, iad he actually com- 
mitted such a horrid crime, it must have been to serve some 
rp ce, Who, no doubt, would have liberally rewarded him 
for such a piece of treachery ; buthe died in France so ex- 
tre seal poor, that he even stood in need of my assistance. 
li these reasons are not thought sufficient to vindicate lis 
memory, let it be considered, that the » ball by which Charles 
fell, could not come from a pistcl, and yet that Siquier had ne 
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other way to (iv@ che fatal blow, than by a pistol concealed 
under his garments, 































A MODERN GLOSSARY. 


anceL The name of a woman, commonly of a very 
bad one. 
® aurHour. A laughing stock. It means likewise a poo: 
fellow ; and in general an object of contempt | 
BEAR. A country gentleman; or, indeed, any animal upon 
two legs that doth not make a handsome bow 
peauTY. ‘Lhe qualification with which women generally go 
into keeping. 
pet. With the article a before it, means a great favour- 
ite of all women ’ 
srure. A word implying plain-dealing and sincerity ; but 
more especially applied to a philosopher. 
APTAIN. § Anv stick of wood with a head toit, and a piece 
cononen. | of black ribband upon that head. 
CREATURE. A quality expression, of low contempt, pfo- 
perly confin’d only to the mouths of ladies who are right 
3 honourable. 
is criTick. Like ome, a name given to all the human race. 
| coxcoms <A word of reproach, and yet at the same time 
signifying all that is most commendable. 

DAMNATION. A term appropriated to the Theatre : though 
sometimes more largely applied to all works of invention. 
seatvx. The final end of man; as well of the thinking 
part of the bady, as oi all the other parts. 

wRess. ‘The principal accomplishment of men and women. 

WULLNESS. A word applied by all writers to the wit and 
humour of others 

RATING. A science 
ine. An adjective of a very peculiar kind, destroying, or 
at least lessening the force of the substantive to which it is 

ioined, as fine gentleman, fine lady, fae house, fine cloaths 
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fine taste '—in all which, fine is to be understood in 4 
sense somewhat synonymous with useless. 

root. A complex idea, compounded of poverty, honesty, 
piety and simplicity. 

GALLANTRY Fornication and adultery. 

Great. Applied to a thing, signifies bigness: when toa 
man, often littleness or meanness. 

coop. A word of as many different senses as the Latin 
Ago ; for which reason it is but little used by the polite. 

Happiness. Grandeur. 

HonouR. Duelling. 

HUMOUR. Scandalous lies, tumbling and dancing on arope. 

er i An old woman. 

JUSTICE. 

KNAVE. The name of four cards in every pack. 

KNOWLEDGE. In general, means knowledge of the town; 
as this is, indeed, the only kind of knowledge ever spoken 
of in the polite world. 

LEARNING. Pedantry. 

ove. A word properly applied to our delight, in particular 
kinds of food ; sometimes metaphorically spoken of the 
favourite objects of all our appetites. 

MARRIAGE. A kind of traffick carried on between the two 
sexes, in which both are constantly endeavouring to cheat 
each other, and both are commonly losers in the end. 

MISCHIEF, Fun, sport or pastime. ' 

uopesty. Aukwardness, rusticity. 

no-Bopy. All the people in Great-Britain, except about 
twelve hundred. 

wowsexsE. Philosophy, especially the philosophical writings 
of the ancients, and more especially of Aristotle. 

OPPORTUNITY. ‘The season of cuckoldom. 

PATRIOT. A candidate fora place at court. 

POLITICKS. The art of getting such a place. 

PROMISE. Nothing. 

RELIGION. <A word of no meaning; but which serves asa 
bugbear to frighten children with. 


ricnes. The only thing upon earth that’is really desirable, 
or valuable. 
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ROGUE 

RASCAL+ 

sERMON. A sleepy dose. 

suNnDAY. The best time for playing at cards. 

sHockInG. An epithet which fine ladies appiy to almost 
any thing. It is, indeed, an interjection (if I may so call 
it) of delicacy. 

TEMPERANCE. Want of spirit. 

caste. The present whim of the the town, whatever it be, 

TrastInG. Advice; chiefly that of a husband. 

VIRTUE. 


} A man of different party from yourself. 


\ Subjects of discourse. 


VICE. 

wit. Prophaneness, indecency, immorality, scurrility, mi- 
mickry, buffoonery ; abuse of all good men, and especialy 
ly of the clergy. 

WORTH. Power, rank, wealth. 

wispom. ‘The art of acquiring all three. 

WORLD. Your own acquaintance. 


MATHEMATICAL. 


By lV. O Keeffe, Esq.—Cambria, 
QUESTION 1. 


IN the latitude of 79° 12! N. there is a Pole perpendicu- 
ar to the Horizon, the extremity of whose shadow describes 
a parabola. Quere. ‘The day of the month and the least 


‘ 7 


vatitude where such a phenomenon can happen. 





QUESTION II. 


SUPPOSE three weights to be fixed on a balance, one 
180 lb. the other 108 1b. placed one at each end, and a third 
of 144 lb. in some certain point between the other two, so 
that the beam may stand in an exact equilibrium. Now the 
protuct of the distance between the two lesser and the 
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length of the beam 13 220, and the product of the distanee 
between the two greater weights and the length of the bean, 
' js 180 ——Quere. The respective distances of each weight 
from their common centre of gravity. z 


ANECDOTES. 


WHEN Voltaire was at the Prussian — and peace- 
ably enjoyed the highest: admiration and praise that superiour 
talents and wit could insure, an English genileman arrived 
at Berlin, who had so extraordinary a memory, that he could 
repeat along composition in prose or verse, if once read or 
secitec to him, without missing a word = The king had the 
curiosity to put him to the test; the Englishman appeared 
and succeeded to the astonishment of the whole court. | 
happened that immediately alter this trial, Voltaire sent the 
king word, that with the king’s $ permission he should do him- 
self the honour to read to him a poem he had just finished. 
‘The king gave him permission to come, butat the same tim: 

esolved to divert himself at the expence of the poet. He 
accordingly placed the Engitshman behind a screen, and or- 
dered him to pay particular attention to what Voltaire shoul 
read ; Voltaire came, and read his poem with much empha- 
sts, in hopes of obtaining the king’s warm approbation. But 
to his great disappointment the king seemed pertectly cold, 
and indifferent to what he was reading. ‘The poem was 
Sainhe 1; Voltaire asked the king his opinton upon it, a 
receved for answer: ** That his majesty had lately Aaivel 
that Monsieur Voltaire fathered the works of others anc 
gave them out for his own.—This was adegree of effronter 
he should not bsive thought him capable of, ‘and he could ne: 
but be highly displeased at it. Voltaire was astonished! he 
exclaimed that he was wronged, and protested by every 
thing sacred, that he did not deserve the repro ach. “ I will 
immediately convince you,” replied the king, * of the truth 
@i my assertion. ‘The verses yo 1 have just now read, ar 
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the composition of an English gentleman. whose claims are 
undoubted.” Voltaire defend led himself with still more 


warmth, and swore the poem was his own. “ Well then," 
aid the king, “‘come forth, Sir, and repeat t the verses of 
which Voltaire pretends to be the authour.” The English- 


man came forward, and with the greatest composure repeat- 
ed the poem, without missing a single Passage.“ Now,” 
cried the king, “ are you obliged to confess that my accusa- 
tion is true :”” “ Heavens ? cried Voltaire “ why s sleeps 
your lightni og! why is your vengeance withheld from pua- 
ishing the crimes of a miscreant, who dares to rob me of my 
laurels ! Tiere sorcery is employ elk: and I am driven to de- 
spair !"—The king lan ghed heartily a - the octick fury, aud 
rewarded the Englishman liberally for the amusement he 
had procured him. 

Counsellor Crips being on a party at Castle Martyr, the 
scat of the earl of Shannon, in Ireland, one of the company, 
who was a physician, strolled out before dinner into the 
churchy ard. ‘Dinner being served up, and the doctornet 
returned, some of the company were expressing their sur- 
prise where he could be goneto. ‘“ Oh,” says the Counsel- 
sor, “he is but just stept out to pay a visit to some of /izs old 
pateents. 


Swift while at Oxford, had penned some verses wh ic h he 
submitted to the inspection of ecdiés in hopes of gain ng 
his approbation. But the answer he received from th wt ce- 
brated authour, was, “I would advise vou, young man, to 
pursue some other studies : for, depen: J upon it, vo u will ne- 
ver make apoet.” 

This answer Swift never forgave ; and to this may be at- 
tributed that severity with which he treated his discouraging 
adviser ever alterwards. 

Such is the intelligence gained from one of the first litera- 
ry characters of the age, which at one opens the source of 
Swilt’s severity in his Battle of the Books, and several other 
vieces towards Dryder. 
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ORIGINAL POETRY. 


On seeins some miniature pictures painted hy Miss A— G— 


of Philadelphia. 
BY CHARLES J. Cox 


WHEN on fancy’s bright pinions I’ve soar’d thro’ the air, 
And her dew-dropping roses enfolded my brow ; 

When Hope stay’d the sigh, and Love dry’d the tear, 
And Rapture’s dearsmile heai’d the shaft-wound of woe. 


Pve seen in blest dreams frecd from grossness and earth, 
‘The forms which were dear both to friendship and love ; 
They were glowing as seraphs of roseate birth, 
Lhey were known to my soul, yet they seem’d from above. 


Your pictures, sweet maid, like the visions of heaven, 
While they speak to the eye as the beings we know : 
They seem to be spirits to whom you have giv’n, 
A. Soul, only heaven and you could bestow. 


While trath’s glowing mirrour reflects each warm hue. 
And the rays of her sun still enlighten each face ; 

s * 94 . 

The myrtle or Rose twia’d by fancy or you, 
Yield Beauty's fine form, yet, a ling’ring grace. 


You have tloated refinement of soul in the eye, 
And seai’d there, the thought we had treasur’d so dear 
You have fix’d the warm breath which escap’d ina sigh, 
You have blended in Beauty the Suile and the Teat ! 


9 
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THE MAID OF THE VALE. 


BY WILLIAM R. SMITH. 


THOUGH sweet is the odour that mild zephyrs bring, 
When fragrantly wafting the perfumes of May ; 

Though balmy the incense they breathe in the spring, 
At morning’s first blush, and the drooping of day ; 

Their odour they steal, and their incense inhale, 

In passing the Cot of the Maid of the Vale. 


Though fair is the lily at earliest dawn, 
With sweetness refresh’d by the night-fallen dew ; 
Though lovely each flow’ret that graces the lawn ; 
Though blooming the moss rose, and brilliant its hue ; 
The Maid of the Vale all their beauty outvies, 
More fragrance she breathes, and she blushes their dies. 


At morn, when we meet in the hawthorn-bush grove, 
With eglantine twining the branches among ; | 
Oh ! sweet is her voice in confessing her love, 
Less sweet are the notes of the lark’s matin song; 
Her iair bosom heaves with affection’s soft sighs, 
Her cheeks glow with rapture, love dwells in her eyes. 


When parting at eve has excited love’s fears, 
The Maid of the Vale on my breast will recline 

Her warm blushes moist wit affectionate tears, 
Impearling her cheek as it presses to mine ; 

Her mild beaming orbs of ethereal blue, 

Seem buds of the violet sparkling with dew. 


With beauties like these, can she doubt of my truth, 
And think my affection will last but a day ? 
When age has discarded the roses of vouth, 
Her virtues will bloom, though her beauties decay. 
‘Fhen perish the thought that might prompt me to fail 
‘fn love, to the virtuous Maid of the Vale. 
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STANZAS 
WRITTEN IN THE SNOWY APRIL OF 1309. 
BY J. Ne BARKER. 


ISAW, toward the April-bud tending, 
The snow-flake its downward way wing ; 

Twas the son of the winter descending, 
To marry the daughter of spring 


I was sad, Mary, well I remember, 

And sorrow strange fancies will bring ; 
Oh! [ thought of another December, 

Of another sweet daughter of spring. 


I saw, in his icy embraces, 

How wither’d the heart-frozen thing, 
‘Till kill’d by December's caresses, 

In tears, died the daughter of spring. 


QO Mary! with sighs I remember, 
Again my wild fancy took wing ; 


I curs’d him, the old son of December, 
I wept for you, daughter of Spring. 
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EPIGRAM. 


FROM JONANNES AUDONEUS. 


SE quicquid rarum, carum est pretiumque meretur, 
f rede mihi, res est vir pretiosa bonus. 


Lf we appreciate whate’er is rare, 
An honest man would now be very dear. 
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The following beautiful effusion of affection has been 
communicated for publication. That it has heretofore ap- 
peared in print, is to us unknown; but its merit will justify 
our insertion of it in the Literary Museum. Any future 
communication from the gentleman who politely furnished 
us with an article so interesting, will be received with plea- 
sure, and his literary acquirements induce us to expect a 
continued correspondence. 


10 MY DEAR NIECE MARIA DERBYSHIRE. 


SR ene ee 


BY MRS. LLOYD. 
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. 


NEAR to the foot of some decaying tree, t 
A honeysuckle fair doth often grow, 
And twining round, hides with its fresh green leaves | hel 
The withered boughs, gives all its sweet perfume, 
And shields it from each rude high swelling blast. , 
Thus, dear Maria, in her bloom of youth, te 
And beauty gay, with fond affection lends 3 
Her soul to mine, and gives her sweetest smiles 
To drooping age, and still declining vears ; 


Aion 


Those years ere long, must fail ; life’s feeble sap ae 
No more shall rise ; the dull eye slow will turn, '- 3 
And not perceive Maria’s gentle tear, * ie 
Nor see that look of love, which softens pain : ; ag 
Yet may it not be lost ! when my last breath Lira 
Thro’ cold and pale-grown lips, unhear’d shall pass, Ki q 


A keener pang, than thy soft breast can know, 
Will ask relief: Thy debt of gratitude, 

Then dear Maria, with it pay, and soothe $ 
With tender care, Ais* pain who long hath strewed 1A 
Thy path, and mine, with sweet and chosen flow’rs : : Ly 
Still kind protection meet, and ev’ry aid, | 
‘Thy virtue claims from friendships warmest glow ! 


ee ee eee = ee 


* The late Dr. Lloyd, Dean of Norwich. 
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For the Literary Museum. 


SELECTED POETRY. 
SONG FOR. MABLE KELLY. 
BY CAROLAN. 


CHE youth whom fav’ring heavens decree. 
To join his fate, my fair ! with thee, 
And see that lovely head of thine 

* With fondness on his arm recline ; 


No thought but joy can fill his mind, 
Nor any care can entrance find ; 
Nor sickness hurt, nor terrour shake, 


And Death will spare him for thy sake $ 


For the bright flowing of thy hair, 
That decks a face so heavenly fair ; 
And a fair form to match that face, 
The rival of the cygnet’s grace. 


When with calm dignity she moves, 
Where the clear stream her hue improves, 
Where she her snowy bosom laves, 

And floats majestick on the waves. 


Grace gave thy form, in beauty gay, 
And rang’d thy teeth in bright array ; 
All tongues with joy thy praises tell, 
And love delights with thee to dwell. 


To thee harmonious powers belong, 
That add to verse the charm of song ; 
“iad Soft melody to numbers join, 
And make the poet half divine, 
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a when the softly blushing rose, 
Close by some neighbouri: ag lly grows ; 
Such is the glow thy cheeks diffuse, 


And such their bright and blended hues ! 


The timid lustre of thine eye, 

With nature’s purest tints can vie ; 
With the sweet blue-bell’s azure gem, 
That drops upon the modest stem ! 


How bi est the bard, O lovely maid! 
To find thee in thy charms array’d ; 
Thy pearly teeth, thy flowing hair, 
‘Thy neck beyond the cygnet fair ! 


As when the simple birds at night 
Fly rounc the torch’s fatal lizht, 
Wild, and with ecstasy elate, 
Unconscious of approaching fate. 


So the soft splendours of thy face, 
And thy fair form’s enchanting grace, 
Allure to death unwary love, 

And thousands the bright ruin prove ! 


Ev’n he whose hapless eyes no ray 
Admit from beauty’s cheering day ; 
Yet, though he cannot see the light, 
He feels it warm, and knows it bright. 


In beauty, talents, taste refin’d, 

And all the graces of the mind ; 

In all unmatch’d thy charms remain, 
Nor meet a rival on the plain. 


Thy slender foot, thine azure eye, 
Thy smiling lip of scarlet dye ; 

Thy tapering hand, so soft and fair, 
The bright redundance of thy hair ' 
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Oh, blest be the auspicious day 
That gave them to thy poet’s lay! 
©’er rivai bards to lift his name, 
Inspire his verse, and swell his fame. 


——ag oS a 
rHE BEECH TREE’S PETITION. 
BY THOMAS CAMPBELL EsQ. 


© leave this barren spot to me ! 

Spare woodman, spare the beechen tree ° 
‘Though bash or flow’ret never grow 

My dark, unwarming shade below; 

Nor summer bud perfume the dew 

Of rosy blush, or yellow hue; 

Nor fruits of Autumn, blossom-born, 
My green and glossy leaves adorn ; 
Nor murmuring tribes from me derive 
The ambrosial amber of the hive, 

Yet leave this barren spot to me ; 

Spare, woodman, spare the beechen tree ' 


Thrice twenty summers have I seen, 
The sky grow bright, the forests green ; 
And many a wintry wind have stood 
In bloomless, fruitless solitude, 

Since childhood in my pleasant bower 
First spent its sweet and sportive hour, 
Since youthful lovers in my shade 

Their vows of truth and rapture made ; 
And on my trunk’s surviving frame, 
Carv’d many a long forgotten name. 
Oh! by the sighs of gentle sound, 

First breathed upon this sacred ground ; 
By all that love has whispered here, 

Or beauty heard with ravished ear ; 

As love’s ewn altar honour me, 

Soare, woodman, spare the beechen tree ! 
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DERMODY’s EPITAPH. 


The following lines are inscribed on the monument 
which has been erected over the grave of the Poet Dermody. 
They are extracted from one of his own poems, entitled the 
“ Fate of Genius,” and forcibly depict the character of the 
imprudent, unfortunate, and extraordinary writer. 


NO titled birth had he to boast : 
Son of the desert; Fortune’s child ; 
Yet, not by frowning Fortune cross’d, 
The Muses on his cradle smil’d. 


He joy’d to con the fabling page 

Of prowess’d chiefs, and deeds bloat ; 
And e’en essay’d in infant age, 

Fond task! to weave the wizard rhyme. 


And though fell passion sway’d his soul, 
By prudence seldom ever won, 
Beyond the bounds of her controul, 
He was dear Fancy’s favour’d son. 


Now a cold tenant does he lie 
Of this dark cell, all hush’d his song: 
While friendship bends with streaming eye, 
As by his grave she wends along : 


On his cold clay lets fall a holy tear, 
And cries, ‘ Though mute, there is a poet here ? 


—— 2s ee 


EPIGRAM. 


Midas, they say, possess’d the art, of old, 

Of turning whatsoe’er he touch’d to gold. 

This, modern statesmen can reverse with ease, 
Touch them with gold, they'll turn te what you please. 
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EPIGRAM. 


FROM MARTIAL LIB 2. EP. ii. 
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On a Spunging Fellow. 


WHENCE comes it, that old Frank we see 
Hunting the street, thus, after three ? 

W hat means that slow and solemn pace? 
That cloudy look, and rucful face ! 

Why starts he thus, and smites his breast, 
Like one with secret grief opprest £ 

Prone to the earth his drooping head! 

Why sure his wife or child is dead. 

No, Sir ; for aught that 1 can tell, 
Frank’s wife and children all are well. 
And heav’n vouchsafe their lives to spare ! 
For lovely boys and girls they are ; 

As like old Frank as they can-stare. 

His money’s out in proper hands, 
Or well secur’d on mortgag’d lands. 
Nor loss of interest or of rent 
By bankruptcies does Frank lament. 

Whence is this-grief, then, prithee say ‘ 
Why, Sir, Frank dines at home to-day. 





BAD AND WORSE 


“© My wife’s so very bad,” cried Wit, 
* I fear she ne’er will hold it— 

“« She keeps her bed!”—* Mine’s worse,” said Puix,. 
** The jade has just now sold it!” 
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JOHN M‘CAHAN....PRINTER....HUNTINGDON. 
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The following Gentlemen are Agents for receiving 
Subscribers names, and the amount of the subscrip- 


tion : ° 


COUNTIES. 


Philadelphia. 
Lancaster. 
Dauphin. 
Cumberland. 
Franklin, 


Be dford. 


NAMES. 


M. H. Anthony. 


Wma. Hamilton. 


John Wyeth. 


I. B. Parker Esq. 


G. K. Harper. 


RESIDENCE, 


Philadelphia 
Lancaster. 
Harrisburgh. 
Carlisle. 
Chambers’g 
Bedford. 


fosiah E’spy Esq. 


Somerset. 


Somerset. James Carson Esq. 


William Foster. Pi ttsburg! } 


Al legheny. 


J. C. M‘Guire Esq. E.bensburg. 


Cambria. 


Bellefonte. 


Centre. ' 'T. Burnside Esq. 
Mifflin. 


Wm. Norris Esq. Lewistown. 
Northumberland. A. C. Huston. Northumb’d 
‘Westmoreland, . J. B. Alexander esq. Greensburg 


Armstrong, S. 5. Harrison, esq. Kittanning. 


+ Communications: addressed to the E.ditors; 
0s cad, wil be thankfully received. 





